3x8                     MALIBEAIST AFD GRISI.

of abuse; to which he kept bowing politely till she
had exhausted her vocabulary (a pretty large one),
and had darted frantically out of the room.

Malibran was not regularly handsome, but I
always thought her in her young days remarkably
attractive. As she grew older, her features became
coarser, and a certain bold, hard look settled on her
face. Her head was well formed; her mouth, though
wide, was prettily shaped, and adorned with very
good teeth, and her small figure was graceful. Her
voice was splendid, full of passion and pathos. Who
that ever heard her in Desdemona, could forget that
cry of struggling agony, " Se il padre m'abbandona "
or the sorrowful wail of the blighted heart in the
romance "Assisa alpie d'un salice " ? She identified
herself so thoroughly with the part she acted that
it required some courage to face her in the last
scene. She died " hard " and fought to the last; and
Othello had to make a kind of steeplechase after
her, and suffer many kicks and cuffs before he could,
as an Irish friend of mine remarked, " bring her to
rason by taking her life."

I was lucky enough to see the first representation
of the Puritani, with that grand galaxy of singers,
Lablache, Kubini, Tamburini, and Grisi; the like of
whom, as a whole, will perhaps never be heard
again. The bridal song, "Son vergine vezzoza" was
one of Grisi's triumphs, and it must be allowed that
it was impossible to look on a fairer sight than
Giulia, with her long white veil flowing to her feet,
carolling that sweet happy lay. Grisi's head and
face, bust, arms, and hands, were almost faultless;
her mouth and teeth were lovely beyond descrip-
tion; her hair was black as jet, and luxuriant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